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he is always very careful to say nothing about internal
conditions in Germany except that the "people are bearing
everything with wonderful loyalty." I don't know how
serious it is for people like us. I should hate to be poor,
even moderately poor, in Germany. To me, as I remember
it, it's all like an old-fashioned play, and in a play one must
have the lead! And you will go on with your own life—
Chepping and a dusty, inky office in Fells Square. Or shall
you be able to give up the publishing business? I suppose
that, like everything else, depends on how the war ends.
My maid came in to draw my curtains and was sur-
prised to find me sitting up in bed. She has firmly taken
my candle away. There is economy in candles, she says.
Anyhow, I don't need it any more.
And so a new day begins. How lovely it would be if you
were here! What came afterwards for me in Germany and
for you in England wouldn't matter so much, would it?
I should be able to forget there was a future, I think,
but you wouldn't—and I love you the more because you
wouldn't. Dear Lewis, remember me sometimes when it's
all over and I'm in Germany with the dogs and the cards.
And try to think that, though it may be the worthless part
of me that wants you here now, it's not the worthless part
that loves you—perhaps a little as you would wish to be
loved. Write to me sometimes—a lecture on metaphysics
or a lesson in Greek will do. I'll take it out with me on to
the moors, and when I'm an old, old woman I shall unlock
it and read it again and remember the smell of this candle-
wick and that it's breakfast-time and I'm not dressed.
julie
groenlingen,
Monday, nth December
I haven't answered your two letters, Julie, my dearest.
I have let them lie for a week—it must be more than a
week—for the answer I wrote when I received them I
destroyed, and until now I have been unable to write
smother.

